HONGKONG—MACAO
ly half an hour. But we could hardly tear ourselves away
to look at them, so deeply were we engrossed in the trea-
sures of Dr. MacFadyen's library. Auden is reading Bleak
House. I have a novel by Oppenheim, called Michael9s
Misdeeds.
Dr. Greer came in later. A bomb, she told us, had
dropped just beside the mission church during the ser-
vice. The glass in the windows had all been shattered, but
the congregation was on its knees, and no one was hurt.
She had been at the station distributing tracts to a regi-
ment of soldiers who were leaving on a troop-train. They
had all clamoured: 'We want a little book!' And she'd said:
4If you snatch you won't get one!' So they hadn't snatched.
Dr. Greer thinks that the Japanese came over this
morning because they are trying to destroy the new guns
which are passing through Sii-chow on their way up to
the line. So far, apparently, they haven't succeeded.
Dr. MacFadyen tells us that there is an earlier city of
Sii-chow, buried about twenty-five feet underground by
a flood six hundred years ago. At the bottom of the well
in his garden there are ruins of a house from which he has
excavated all kinds of utensils and implements. Floods
have always been a great danger in this region. The dyke
along the former Yellow River bank is very old. It is
strengthened with a mixture of lime, sand, glutinous rice,
and pig's blood—the ancient Chinese form of cement. At
the north gate of the city there is a curious bronze ox—
placed there as a charm against floods. When the water
begins to rise the ox is supposed to bellow.
China, says Dr. MacFadyen, is a terrible place for
growths and tumours. In the hospital he has a whole
museum of bladder-stones. One of his patients had a poly-
pus growing out of his nose, so long that you could wind
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